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Deathday 


Author's Notes: 
Happy Deathday, you beautiful son of a bitch. We all love and miss you. | hope you're finally at peace following 
the Freezing Moon in the Life Eternal. 


Dystei n's POV 


l'm a dick. What the hell is wrong with me? | almost want to beat my own ass for some of the shit | had said 


to Pelle before leaving the house in the woods. 


"Why don't you just finish the job those kids in school started, huh? If you want to be dead so bad then just 
end it. Or are you too much of a fuck up to even do that right?" 


My hands shook slightly as | turned the key in the lock and entered the house. Something already felt off as | 
stepped through to the living room. Pelle always blasted his music whenever | was gone but it was completely 
silent. | didn't even hear the quiet sobs or groans of pain that often accompanied his self mutilation. Maybe he 
had gone out to the woods. | tried to clear my head as | shrugged of my jacket and stepped out of my boots 


but couldn't quite shake the nagging sense of unease that crept forward from the back of my mind. 


| headed up the stairs and passed by the Swede's room on the way to my own. | caught a whiff of blood and 
the small hairs on my arms and the back of my neck stood up, stopping me dead in my tracks. The smell of 
blood wasn't uncommon around here, what with Pelle's cutting and the various fights that broke out between 
Mayhem's members and visitors, but this smell was somehow different, darker and more sinister. | couldn't 


calm that instinctual part of my brain and knocked on the door hesitantly. 
"Pelle?" | managed to choke out. "Are you in there?" 


| stood for a solid thirty seconds and got no response. Trembling slightly, | opened the door and nearly 


screamed. 


Pelle's body laid on the bed, or at least most of it did There was a huge, gaping hole in his forehead and a red 
mixture of blood and something else that | was not going to let myself identify dripped to the floor. The man's 
wrists and neck were slit and despite my shock, | was impressed that Pelle had managed to actually pick up the 
shotgun and shoot himself with so much blood flowing from his throat. 


No, | numbly corrected myself. Not the shotgun. My shotgun. The one that | had practically shoved under 


Pelle's nose before leaving earlier that day. 


| stared wide eyed at the other man's body, violently close to vomiting yet struck with so much shock that 
the muscles of my stomach wouldn't even respond to heave. Sure Mayhem played songs with lyrics about 
blood and gore and guts, but they had been simply that. Lyrics, meaningless words and abstract concepts that 
could be brushed off as sick fiction. This was real. 


| fell to my knees and simply knelt there in the doorframe for what felt like an eternity, eventually realizing 
when my vision became blurred and my cheeks became wet that | was crying for the first time in years. | 
had caused this. This was all my fault. Pelle had chosen to blow his fucking brains out rather than live through 
another day of my insults and abuse. 


After another eternity | had cried myself out. It hadn't been crying in the sense of sobs that racked through 
my chest and tears that streamed down my face, my body was still too numb for that. | had just knelt there 


like a statue, barely even breathing as the tears fell from the corners of my wide eyes. 


Without any conscious command to do so, my body stood and went to my own bedroom, retrieving a camera 
and returning. | snapped a picture of the scene in front of me, again without ever telling my brain to move my 
muscles and do so. | was so cold and unaware that it was almost like | was being possessed and manipulated 
into moving. The camera fell from my numb hands and the sound of it crashing dully against the wood floor 
brought me back to my mind. | closed my eyes and took a deep breath, silently screaming and wishing that this 
were some sick dream. When | opened my eyes however, the lifeless body still laid before me. There was a 


note on the nightstand and | slipped it into my pocket just before | heard Jørn enter the house downstairs. 


"Pelle? Øystein? Are you guys home?" 


| looked once more at the staring, lifeless eyes of the man | had driven to take his own life. | wanted to start 
sobbing but | had no more tears and no more energy. | left and headed to the bathroom to finally go puke my 


guts out. 


